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"I mean he would be canonized and some silly dramatist would have
to waste his precious gift on writing a chronicle play called St. Herbert
Tolstoy was always hankering after martyrdom, if that had happened his
War and Peace would be denounced as youthful excess and all his nonsense
would be forced down the minds of gaping villagers."
"But Wells was violently anti-Catholic?"
"I know, but so was Marx and so was Lenin, but they have produced
a church militant and an inquisition held together by a common faith
and by vows of poverty and chastity/'
"The true saints are not the people in the public eye," I said.
"That kind of thought leads us nowhere. It may be that full many a
flower is born to blush unseen but that fact should not take away from
the pleasure we have in seeing the flowers which unblushingly reveal
themselves. Wells is disqualified for canonization because he didn't use
words not found in any decent dictionary. Accustomed to making his
meaning clear to the meanest intelligence, he even corrected his spelling
errors. Now James Joyce was wise. You can't see his meaning for the
words and so there must be something deep and significant in what he
says. People must spend their lives studying his texts and allusions and
even then they won't come to the fundament of his thoughts. I find that
in every fifty words I write there are forty errors."
I could not help being flippant* and suggesting that he makes a cult
of these errors by making them seem deliberate.
"And charging a penny extra! In my case it takes fifty years for my
thought to come through and so I get the effect of mystery that way.
Whenever I come across an original thought I turn to an old book of
mine and find it always better expressed by myself. There's no need for
me to descend to subterfuge"; all I have to do is to live to a couple of
hundred and see my heresies" turiMJjtp orthodoxies'. Only as I can't sit
still and do nothing, and don't like to repeat myself, I have to contradict
my early ideas to appear original and so it goes on."
He had really come in that day to take a photograph, just one, and
one turned into six at least. This was the only sport that he permitted
himself besides sawing wood.
"As I am not an artist," he explained this youthful excess, "this is
the next best thing. When a person excels at something he should do
something else in which he is a novice because that brings him down to
earth. As I haven't a family to distract me and nobody likes a man of
eighty."